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Sands of Time 


Author's Notes: 
Another fluffy oneshot. I've done more writing in the last few days than I've done in months. 


"To us, bunch of useless bums, too stupid to get real jobs." 


Kai toasted into the air and was joined by approving murmurs by the rest of the Avantasia group. While the 
others resumed their conversations and their quest for drunkenness, Jens got up and left the lobby. 


Outside on the roof of the hotel the cold wind tore at his hair as he went to the edge and sat down. The city 
spread out below him, blue and yellow and pale white lights, streets twining between the skyscrapers like 
rivers. 


He took a swig of his beer when he heard footsteps behind him. 


"Is not high enough to die. You'd just break your legs and where'd be the fun in that." 


Jens sighed in resignation 
"| wasn't thinking about jumping", he said without turning around. 
"Oh good, than continue not doing that" 


Footsteps came closer, finally coming to a stop just short of Jens left shoulder. If he glanced just a little ways 
to the side, he could see worn sneakers and black trouser legs. 


“Shouldn't you be inside partying?" 


Of course the singer would notice his absence. Jens had been a fool to think he'd be able to evade him even 
for just one evening. No rest for the wicked, he thought with a grimace. Tobis voice was still hoarse from the 


show. 
"Shouldn't you rest your voice?", he replied sullenly. 


"Nope, not anymore. Tour is officially over. So | can talk all | want and you can't do anything to stop me", Tobi 


answered, happily plopping down next to Jens. 


As if he ever could Nothing short of unconsciousness could keep Tobi from talking. Even now he was humming 
some obscure song under his breath while he waited for Jens to do.. what? What was it Tobias wanted from 
him? Contemplatively Jens took another sip of his beer and directed his gaze back to the skyline stretching out 
before him. Next to him he felt more than saw Tobi crossing his arms behind his head and lying down, silly 
cowboy hat casting shadows over closed eyes. Jens listened for a while. He could make out the chorus of 
master of toys in between bits and pieces of other songs. Was it a form of narcissism to hum your own 
songs, Jens wondered. Though what did it matter, noone but Jens could hear him anyway. He heaved another 
sigh. 


"Have you ever thought of doing something else?" 

"Hm?" 

Tobi opened one eye to watch Jens put his arms around his legs and rest his head on his knees, beer still held 
loosely in one hand. But Jens stayed silent, forcing the younger man to push himself up to his elbows to level 
his friend a stern look. 

"How drunk are you?" 


Jens ducked his head under his friends stare. 


"Not very", he said evasively. 


A snort made him frown. Tobias had no right to laugh at him. After all, it hadn't been him who sought out the 


others company. 
"Not very my ass." 


There was no reproval in the singers voice, just a sort of quiet amusement. Jens didn't feel like amusement 


though. He felt like sitting here and never moving again. 


"How would you know if I'm drunk. You haven't spoken to me all evening. You were to busy sucking up to Kai 


and his fellows, | could've just left and you never would've." 

Realizing he was beginning to contradict himself Jens stopped. Somewhere in the back of his mind a voice 
reminded him that Tobi had noticed his absence and had cared enough to follow him to investigate. That he 
was sitting right next to him right now, not inside with his Avantasia mates, all so much more talented and 
interesting than Jens. But he pushed that voice far, far away and instead settled for morosely staring at the 
concrete beneath his feet. 


"| never would've what? Noticed you were missing? I'm here right now, aren't |?" 


Damn him for picking up on Jens thoughts. He wished he'd just gone back to his room, instead of the roof. He 


could've locked the room. 

"See, that's the reason you shouldn't drink that much.", Tobias continued, oblivious to his mates inner dialogue. 
"What?", Jens asked, trying to sound indifferent. 

He didn't know whether it worked, since Tobi just shot him a teasing grin. 

"You get gloomy." 

As if that was any sort of explanation It wasn't an explanation at all. 

"What do you mean ‘gloomy'?", he demanded, all attempts at indifference temporarily canceled. 

Chuckling Tobi raised his hands placatingly. 

"See? You never take things so serious when you're sober. Drinking makes you gloomy. Its nothing to be 
ashamed of, you know? Eggi gets happy when he's drunk, Felix gets intense, Dirk gets naked and you get gloomy. 
It's fine.” 

No it wasn't. Jens wasn't gloomy. And he wasn't drunk. He was a big guy, he could hold his liquor. If one of 


them was supposed to be drunk it should be Tobi, little imp that he was. But sadly, Tobis body didn't seem to 
know that. Vexed he furrowed his brows. 


"So what brought this on, huh? You just jealous Kai is getting along with everyone so well? Or is it something 
else?" 


Something else.. what else could it be? Kai hadn't done anything to him. He'd been perfectly polite and civil the 
whole tour. A little brash for Jens liking maybe, but nothing that he couldn't deal with. But he had been hogging 
a lot of Tobis attention this whole time and Jens was sick of watching Tobi trip over himself in his admiration 
for the older man. It was almost as bad as with Michael, but at least Michael had the decency to curb the 
singers enthusiasm down to a more reasonable level. Kai seemed to downright revel in it. And Jens wasn't okay 
with that. Tobis attention was to be treasured, not demanded. 

"I just think you should care a little less about Kai." 

And a little more about your friends, he didn't say but it still hung between them. 


Tobi cocked his head as if confused by this revelation and Jens bit his cheek in frustration. How could someone 


be so smart and so thick at the same time? 

"What do you mean?" 

| mean that Kai is not the only person worth looking at, Jens thought but didn't dare to say which in turn just 
managed to annoy him even more. Why couldn't he talk to his oldest friend? When had he started to censor 
himself around the younger man? This wasn't what he wanted. 

"What did you mean when you said if | have ever thought about doing something else?" 

The change of topic caught Jens of guard. 

"Huh?", he asked intelligently. 

Tobi looked at him, eyes telling him to catch up. Shaking himself Jens took another gulp of beer. 

"| just meant, do you think Kai was right with what he said?" 

Tobias rolled his eyes. 


"There you go, talking about Kai again. Are you in love with him or something?" 


It was probably supposed to come of a joke but Jens heard the underlying displeasure in his tone and had to 


suppress a grin of his own. Apparently he wasn't the only one prone to jealousy around here. 


"Rubbish. He just got me thinking. If this music business falls through none of us have a job to return to. We'd 
be a bunch of unqualified middle aged men with nothing but a failed music career to show for the last 20 


years.", he explained. 
Tobi looked thoughtful at that. 


"Well, not exactly. Dirk has a university degree after all and Felix and Eggi have their side projects. You have 


your side projects. The only one really oout on his arse would be me.", he said after a while. 


Now it was Jens turn to snort in disbelieve. 


"Hardly. You've got Avantasia to keep you going. You'd probably get by fine without us, even now." 
A shake of the head was his answer. Jens cocked a brow in question 


"If Edguy fails, it's only reasonable to assume that the same would happen with Avantasia If | can't come up 
with good songs anymore there's really nothing | can do at that point. And unlike you | didn't even finish 


school." 


The mood had turned from teasing to melancholic far to fast for Jens liking. And it was true. After they had 
started the band Tobis grades dropped from near straight As to Ds and Fs, forcing Tobi to cut his academical 
journey short and leaving school during lith grade. At the moment Tobi was playing with the chains around his 
wrists distractedly and had that look on his face. That sad puppy look Jens couldn't stand. Chucking down the 
rest of his beer he tossed the bottle aside and grabbed Tobi by his wrist to drag him up. The singer yelped in 
surprise, wide eyes on the guitarist. Resolutely Jens pulled the smaller man against his chest and rested his 


chin on the others head. 
"Whatever, you'll still be the most amazing person | ever met." 
His statement was met with a quiet chuckle. Still a little on the melancholy side, but Jens aimed to change that. 


"Come on, last to puke their guts out has to help with cleanup tomorrow.", he said, tugging Tobi back to the 
bar with him. 


Seasons come and seasons go 
Here | wait for something to be 
Try to get as much as | can see 


Hungry for life 


But have you see the sands of time 
Every day is a moment in past 
Every heartbeat a step to my last 


| won't survive 


| don't know what time is made to be 


If it is a friend or enemy or does it only run Run to set and end 


Secrets of a crazy dream or just a bad Reality, | don't know 


Do you feel the sands of time 
Runnin’ low to break the line 


First we learn to fly, then we learn to cry Later in the evening we will die 


Questions roamin' through my brain 
I'll be leavin’ into a grave 
lIl be dead but my soul will be save 


For a time called forever 


All the seasons will have been gone 
There'll be times that you will forget 
My name and the words that | said 


Then my time will be over 


